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TO [HE MIGH T[ iE, EF ARNE D, 


and Ancicnt Potenrate Quiſquis Emperour of & 


King of Great and Little A. Princc of B. C. and D. gc. 
eAiqus, witheth the much increaſe of true Subicts, 
tice from Paſſion Spreene, ind Melamhbory : and 
1:-dacd with 'Vertuc,, VWaldome, and M:gnawumite, 
Or, to the Readcr. 
N | piſtie-ro the Reader; why? that we? hawe 
| bus Forehead, or: for f Entrarte ive a Conrter, 
oJ] Farrc-lpoken,end fed of | xpettation. Her 
| mrade or Center the your Cures ware-hone, 
beautified wah miiceng varies though the true 
2) R rches confoft of Bald Commeanies. Hu Ran- 
=}; dc wow 07 Cont (nfon tke 7 he Lawyer Ca/e,able 
reporter: w* any matter: But det good word: be your bolt | midence. 
In the Generall, or Fonedation be muſt be tbe Panles-Chvrod? Fo 
Joined 10 let enery Kingit and Gull rrawe A pom buy gerbn Paris. 
crdars or Lyneaments may be Royall at the txchange nh a'tens 
dew fepr, promiſing N ewe but coſtly demices C& faſhrons: It muſt have 
Teeth tiie a Saryrc, Eyes bbe a Criticke. and yer may y-wr Tone 
ſpeake fal e [anne the your Panter rand Bawdes of oerre. Torr 
Gemus and Epecies Bowld march in batite arcy.wnh cur Pehuni- 
ans: yet your Genius ewght to bne with an honeft foule raced, It 
ſhonid be bbe the Never-too-well read Arcadia where the Prole 
and \Verce,/ Matter ana Words are the bre Milli eflics eyes exe fill 
excelling anvher and without Cormall or to come home tothe wile 
ger! Flement, 4te Friendly Shake-ſpeares ] raged:es, where 
the Commedian rider, when the 1 "ravedian flands on 7 1P-roe: 
Faith u ſhexid pleaſe alt, hke Prince Hamlet. But tn ſadni fe, then 
& wereto be feared be woud runne mad: [n/ooth] n'lnor be morn 
ficke. to piea/e:wor our of ray wits though | diiplea/ed att What? 0- 
Et, non or ons of Lowe > Thu n as Strange as Iies 
2 Well, 
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Bell, well, if [[ceme miftioall, or tyrannicall, whether I be a Foele 
o7 4 Lords-[nglcyal/s one: [f you be angry,you are not well adviſed. 
Twill tel{yen,j11 an Inaan Humour, { haue /nuft vp from dinine 
Tabacco : and ts; moſt Gentleman-like to puſſe u out at any place 
or perſon. le no Fpillle,(1t were worſe then one of Hercules La- 
bogrs) But will conclude, honeſly uu « mani beſt yertue. eAzd tut 
fer the Lord Mayor, ana the two Snenfles,the Innes of Court and 
many Gallant el/ewhere thu laff yeare rught haue bene burned, As 
for Momus, Carpe and Barke who wilt. if the Noble Alle bray 
not, [ am as good a Knight Poet, as Ftatts ſux, Afaiſter An.Don:. 
Sorne m Law, Let your Crvticke looke to the Kowels of bis [pur s, 
the pad of bis Saddie, and the Ierhke of his Ward: then tet hnw rias 
me and my Rimes as hutely as he would ride hus Aiftrefſe [ care not: 
We ſhall meete and be friends againe, with the breaking of a Speare 
ertwo: Ard who woulda) leſſe, for a fare Lagy. Tbere 1 leaue yew, | 
where you ſhall exer finde me. 
Paſſionate Daiphantus: Tear (owing Subject, | 
Grues you to vnderiland, He iS Aman m Print, andis energh 
he hath under. gone « Pre(51n.2 (ret not ike a Ladie) though for 
your ſakes and for | adves, proteſitng for thi; poore Infant of bus 
Brayne, 411t was the price of bus Virginitie borne wnto the: world mw 
teares; So (but fer a many hu drare friends that rooke much paines 
for u)u had ayed.and nexer bene laught at : And that of Fruth have 
wrote /eſſe than Fix101 , yet nybentey toerre in Knowledee then tn 
Indgment. Allo if be hawe caught pp half a Line of any others, It was 
out of his Memorie not of any ignorance. Why, he Deducaterit to 
all, and not to any Paritcular, as by Niillreiie, or So, Hit an 
[were 1s, he xs better Borne, than to creepe mto Womens Fauours, 
and aſ he thewr /eane after wardj, Alſo be deſireth you to helpe Cor- 
ret? juch errors of the Printer; which becauſe the Authour « dead 
(or was out of the Citte) bath beene commutted . And twas hs fly, 
or the Stationcrs, 7ou bad net «x |piltle rs the purpoſe, 


Thuslikea Lover, wooes he for your Fauor, 
VVhichit You grant then Omnia vincit Amer. 


The Ar#ument. 


? Awhantze, a vonncr Brother, very hi: 
nourably deleendad,, brought vp (bul 
not borne in Fence) naturally {ubiect 
io Courting, but not to Loue : reputcy 
\ man,rathct full of Complement then 
} true Curtefie: more detirous to be 
toughthonelt, then foto be wordiſh 
OCV ond diſcretion: promuling more (0 
all che friend (Ip con 1d challm nyc: Mytable im all hisActt- 
ons, but hn; aftee&nons awning indeed, ro Lame op1nongra- 
ther then goodwall, challnging Louctran greakncilc,not 
fi om Merit : [ludious to Shale his owne witby the com- 
mon falcof his inf mnes {1 aftly, vnde: the colour of 
I mniurall attection \\which indeed was very pleaſantand 
dclighttull} oucted to diſgrace cucry other to liis owne dif 
C ONTene : aſcourge fo Beautie, a tra) tos to Voomen, and. 
an Inhddlto Loue. T his He, th s crexturc at lengthfalles 
1m loue with two at oneinfthur? : yea; two of his neereſt Al- 
lies, and fo indifferently (vet outragior fly.) as what was 
commenda lcin tic one, was aduurable in the other : By 
which mcanes as not (de piled, notrevarded s 1f not decet- 
ved not pittied3thev cllermed hymn as he was 1m Deed, not 
words: he proteſted, thev 1efted:; heetwore hee lou'de in 
{adincile; they mn footh beleen'de bu: ſeemed to CIUECNO CIC. 
pence ty Im: dining hun fo hy hm OUus 45 NO reſolution 
could long be cood, & holding tn lis atteftation to them 
ot affection in teat kmde, mo: c then [15 conteſting agaimlt 
itbetore time. Thus overcome ot that he ſeemed to con- 
quer, he became a ſlave to his one tortunes : Laden with 


muc|: milcrie, viter milclucte teaze! 4 vpon hum. He tl 
I loue 


| The Argument. 
louewith another, A weddcd Lacie: Then witha fourth, 
named Uirkthie. And fo farre was he imparadizedin ber 
beautie (he net recomforting him) that he fell frem Love 
to pallion,ſo to diltrationgthen to admiration, & conteme 
plation:laftly to madmes:thus did he at þ tragical Sceznes, 
who onely the Comicall, Recame, if not as brutiſh as 
Afleos, as furious as Orlends, of whole humonrs, and Þ af- 
fions, I had rather you ſhould read thema, then I Atthem, 
Inthe end, by one ( or rather by all) hee was recouered. 
A voyce did mad him, and a Sony did recure him# Foure 
m one ſenthumn out of this world, and enc with foure rc- 
deemed him to the world. Fo whole vauſuall ſtreynes in 
Mukcke, and emphaticall Emphaſis of Zoae, I will leaue 
you to turne ouer anew Leafc: ] his only I will cad with: 


| Whoof Louc fonld better wrie. 
Then he that Louc larne: te mdite > 
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Proem. 


] fog Sing the olde World in aun Infant Storie, 
1 (ing the new World in an auncient Drittie : 
1 ſung this World: : yea, this worlds ſhame and glory, 
Iſing a Medley, of riger, andof Pitne: 
1 ſing the Conrts, Cyties, and the Conntrey. faſhions, 
Tet ſing | but of toue, and her ſtrange paſcions. 


1 ſing #7 that Antheme, Lovers ſigh in ſadneſſe, 
LE 2 ſweete tuncs of reyes imwo-ven Verſes : 
1 ſing thoſe Lines I once did all in madneſſe, 
1 (ing and weepe, (teares follow Births and Herſer.) 
] (im? nz 4 Diree, a Furte didindightit, 
Iſing My Selfe, whit I my Sclfe do write it, 


1 inwocate (to grace my Arileſſe labor ) 

T he faithfull Geddeſſe,men call Memorie, 

(True Poets treaſure and their wits beſt [auour) 

To decks my Mulc with trueft Poeſie. 
T hough Louc write wel,yet Paſs16 blindes th'affecton, 
* Man ne're rules right that's inthe leaſt ſubic iefliow. 


Sweete Memorie (ſoules hfe )new life increaſing, 
T he eye of Iuſtice, tongue of eloquence, 
T he locke of Larning, Fountaine neuer ceaſing, 
T he Cabinet of Secrets, Caske of Sence, 
Which gonern'#t Nature, teacheth man his awe, 
T hom art Fl IR = "ail ” Law. 
7 4d © Bleſe 


"CPC oe Pu G Ee, 


tho ge 4 


| 


Daphantus Proem, 


Pieſſe(thon)1his Touc fong-ayre ef m7 beſt wiſhes, 

"Thovatthclr arent noniſheh drfne) 

þ low gecutle wind, f<{ct 1 4 me at »y Bliſſes R 

»» Louc ſtil moaels high thoagh Town not aſbire, 
My Pocm's rruih, tord Pots ferane nt pleaſure, 
* 1 Loving SUpDicct, 15.2 {314.05 enſure, 


OF LOVE. 


ar 


N FYenice faire; the Citic moſt admir'd 
Thereliu'da Gallant, who Da phantes hight, _ 
Right Nobly borne, well Letter'd, Lowd, Defir'd, 
Ot cuery Courtyer in their moſt delight : 
,Sotulf of Pleaſaunce,that he ſeem'd to be, 
, A man begot in Yeaws infancie. 


His face was faire, full. comely was his feature, « 
Lip like the Cherric, with a Wantonseye : 
A Mars inanger, yeta YVenugſCreature, 
Made part of Cynthia, moſt of CHercurre: 
A pittied ſoule, ſo made of Zoweand hate, 
Though ſtill belou'd, in Love ynfortunate. 


Thus made by Naturc, Foreane did conſpire, 
To ballance him, with weight of Cupids Wings: 
Paſſant in Lowe, yetoft in great defirey 
Sudden in Lowe,not ſtaydin any thing : 

He courted all, notlou'd, and much did firiue, 


 Todiefor Zone, yet never meantto wine. - 
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The Paſſions of Lone. 


As Natare made him faire, ſo Nhewiſe wittie, 

(She not content) his thoughts thus very fickle, 

Forcune that gain'd him, placſt him in this Citic 

To wheele his head, which ſhe had made moſt tickle 
Fortune made him belou'd and fa diſtraught him, 


His reynes let forth, hefell,and Cepid caught him. 


Not farre from Yenece, in an Abbic faire, 


(Well wal'd about) two worthy Ladyes dwelt, | 


Who Virgins were; ſo ſweet and Debonayre 

The ground they trodon, of their odour {melt : 
Two Virgin-Siſters (matchleſle in a Pheare) 
Hadliucd Virgins, wel-nighcighteene yeare, 


Eurialz the Elder Siſter's nam'd 
Theother was Yrax, the wiſc: 
Xatwre for making thgm was ſurely blam'd 
Venus her (cite, by them all did deſpiſe. 
, Such beautics,with ſuch vertue, So combind 
» Thatalexceeds; yet nought exceeds their mind. 


Furiale, lo ſhewes as doth the Sunne, 
When mountecd on the continent of Heauen : 
Yeroftſhe'sclowded,burt when her gloric's come. 
Two Suns appeareto make her glory cuen. (bright. 
, Herſmiles ſends brightnes, whenthe Sun's not I 
, Her lookes giue beauty, wheEthe wn lends lighr. | 
Her 


I LTH Jy 
The Paſſions of Lowe. 
Modeſtand humble of Natere milde and lweete, 
Vnmatched beauty with her vertue meeting: 
Proud that herlowly bezaunce doth regrect 
With herchaſt lilence(**Vertut cuer keeping.) 


» Thisisthe Sunne,that ers, before it riſe, 
» ThisisaStarre. Nolcſlcare both herceyes. 


Her beautie pearleſfe, pearlcfle is her minde, 
Her body matchlcfle, matchlefle are her thoughts 
Her clic but one, but one like her we finde, 
Her wealth's her vertue-(ſuch vertue is not bought 
, This isa heaven on earth, makes her diuine; 
, This is the Sunne,obſcures where it doth ſhur. 


Frania next (Oh that had that Art 
Could wricc her worth) her worth noeye may ſce: 
Or that her tongue(oh heauen) were now my harr. 
what filuer Lincs in ſhowres ſhould dropfrom me: 
— My heartſhe krepes, how can I then indite? 

, No heart-lefle creature, can Love-paſs10ns write. 


As a black vaile yponthe wings of morne, 
Brings torth a day as cleere as Yewss face, 
Ora fairc Iewell by an Erhrope worne, 
Inricheth much the eye, which it doth grace, 
Such is her beauric,if it-well be told, 
Placſt ina lIcttic Chariot ſetwith gold. 


£ 
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The Paſsions of Loue. 


Herhaire, Nights Canopie i in mourning weedes 
Is ſtill inthron' d, when lockt within isſecne 
A Deine, drawne by a patre of Stcedes 
Like Veans eyes, Anditthe like haue beene 
 Hercycs two radiant Starres, bur yet diuine; 
Her face daics-ſun, (heauen al)it once the cy ſhine. 


Vpon theleft ſide of this heauenly feature, 


(In Curious wotke) Nature h ach (cr a Scale, 


'Whercin is writ © T hes 4 matchleſſe Creature: 


Where witand beautie ftriues tor the appeale, 
The Iudges choſde are / ove & Farce; They rite, . 
And looking on her, with hertcttchcir eyes. 


Her Witand Bcavtie, were at many ſraics, 

Whether the deepe imprefſions did cauie : 

Natwre,ſaid Beautie; Art, ber Wit did praiſe: (planſe. 

Lone, thought her face; her ronguc had Traths ap. 
Whileſtthey contend, which was the better part; - 
I lentan Eic, Sherob' dmcof my heart. 


Siſters theſe two are, like the Day and Night, 
Their glories by their vertues they doe Merit: 
Oneas the Day to ſee the others might, 
The others Night, to ſhadow *a high Spirit : 
,» If all were Day,how coulda Lover reſt? 
»» Or if all Night, Louers were too much blef?, 
Both 


The je Paſſ ons of Loye. 


Both faire. As cke their bodies tall and lender, 
Both wiſe,yet Silence ſhewes their modeſtic: 
Both graue, although they both are yong & tender; * 
Both humble hearted : Not in Pollicie 
So faire, wiſc,graue, and humble arecſteem'd, 
,Y ct what men ſec, the worſt ot them is deem'd. 


,Natwre,that made them faire, doth louc perfeRion; 
"What youth counts wiſdo, Age doth bring to trial, 
<6 rauc years in youth: in Age needs no direQion: 
,An humble heart deſerucs, findes no denyall. 
Faires ring their Knells,& yet Fame never dics, 
» [Tucludgemet's t16 the hart, notfromthe cics, 


Theſe two, two Siſters, Cozensto this Lover, 

He often courts, As was his wonted faſhion; 

Who ſweares alls fayre:yer hath no heart to proue 

Scems ſtill in Loue,or in a Louers paſſion, (her, 
Now learn's this Leſſon, & Love- ſcofters find ir, 
Cupid hirs righecſt whe Loucrs dolcaſt mind it. 


Although his guiſe were faſhion'dto his mind, 
And wording Love, As complement he vide, 
Seem d ſtil} to ſt ar Loue,and Louers kind, 
Neuwurr obtaznde, but where he was rcful le: 
Yet now, his words with witloarerewarded, 


 Heloues, loves two,loucs all, of none regarded. 
C 


: Now 
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The Paſſions of Loue. 


New he that laughtto heare true Loversfigh 

Can bite his Lippes.vntill his heart doth blecd : 

Who Iyb'd atal,loues al;ech daies his night, (meed 

W ho icorn'd,now weeps & howles,writes his own 
,He that would bandy Eouc, is now the Ball, 
\Who fear'd no hazard, humiclt hath ranc tlic ta!l, 


Bcautic and Vertue,who did praiſe the faſhion, 

,V Vio Loucand tancicthoughta Comodir, 

\Now is turn'd Poct, and writes Louec in Paſſion, 
His Verics firs the bleeding Tragedie: + 

In Willow weeds right wel he acts his parr, (harr, 


» His Sccanes are tcares, whole Embryon was his 


He loues, where loue,ro al doth-proue diſaſter, 
His eyes no ſooner fee, but hee's ſtraight blind: 
His kindred, triends,or foes, he followes faſter 
Then his owne good;he's now but too too kind: 
He that (pentall, would faine findourt loues trea. 
Extremitiesare for extreamsthemeaſure. (lure, 


Thus thinkes he of the words he ſpent in vaine; 
And wiſhes now his tongue had Eloquence : 
Hee's dumbe,all motion(that)a world could gaine, 
A Centre now without circumference: "(Art, 
Cspid with words, who fought: would reach him 
Hath loſthis tongue,and with itleft his hart. 
He 


The Paſſions of Loue. 


.Heſweares he loues, (the heat doth proue the fire) 

,He weepes his Loue, his tearcs ſhew his affection, 

,He writes his Loue, his Lynes plead his deſire, 
,He tings his Louegthe Dittie mournes the action, 
"He ſings, writs, WCeeps & twearcs,thathe's in ſadnes 
[tis belecu'd,not cur'd, Loue turncs to madnes. 


,Louconce difſembled, Oathsare a grace moſt ſlen« 
,Tearesoftarc heard Embeſſaders for beauty : (der, 
Words writin gold,an yron hcart may render : 

A paſhon ſong ſhewes much more hope the duty, 
Oaths ſpoke in tcares;words ſong, proucnotruc 
,, A faincd Loue, muſt find a fained pitty. (Ditty, 


WW 


Thus is the good Daiphamtaslike the Flie 

Who playing with the candle feeles the flame, 

,, Thciſmilcs of icorne, are Louers miferie, 

,, [ hatſoule's mait vext, is gricued with his name. 
Though kind Daiphantua,do moſt loue proteſt, 
Yeti is his croſle,ftillro be thought in ict, 


home torturde Louer,like a periurde ſoule, 
Swearcstill hee's hoarſe, yet never is belcev'd, 
»(Whoic oncea Villaine,ftill is counted foulc) 
Oh wotull pittic, when with winderclecu'de, (be 
,Lcarns this by rote, Though Loue-vnconſtane 
, They muſt proue conſtant, wil her comforts ſee. 
C4 Now 


Now tothe humble heart of his dread Saint, 

Eurile, hekneels, but's not regarded: 

Then to Yr ana, fighes till he growes fainr, 

Such4s her wit, In filcnce hee's rewarded: 
His humble voyce, Exrra/eacculcth, 
His fighing Paſſion, Y/raararctuleth. 


,Thenlifts he vp his c yes, but Heauen frowneth, 
,Bowes downe his head: Earth 1s a Maflc of forrow: 
,Runnes tothe ſcas, the ſea, it ftormes and howleth, 
,Hics to the woods, the Birds fad tunes do borrow: 
Heau@, Earth.tea, Woods & al things do c6ſpirc, 
}Heburne in Loue, yr frieſc in his de ſte, 


_ Thc Ladyes Iſt, command him to feigne ſtill, 
Tell 1m how one day, he may bein loue, 
That I overs reafon,hath not Loves free. will : 
Smile in diſdaine, to thinke of thathe proues. 
,Oh,me Dariphanins, howart thou aduil'd ? 
, When hee's lcflc pittied,then he is deſpil'd. 


They hold this buthis humour, ſeemeſo wiſe, | 
And many Louers ſtories forth do bring, (Flies, 
Court him with Shaddowes, whileft hee catcheth 
Byting his fingers til] the blood forth ſpring , 

Then do they much c6mend his careles paſſion, - 


,Callhima Loucrof our Courtiers Faſhion. | 
| All | 
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All this doe they io modeſtie; yet free 
From thinking him1o honeſt as in truth, 
Much leflc fo kinde, as ro loue twoor three, 
Himneere allied, and he himſeltea Youth: 
, Till with the ſweat which trom his (uffringg iſe, 
, His face is pearled, like the lights hus eyes, 


Then with his looke-down-caft, & trembling hand, 
A high Dutch colour,and a Tongue like yce, 
Apart with this E#ri2/etoſtand 
Endcuours He, This was his laſt divice, 
,Yerinſo humble ftrainesthis Gallamtcourts her, 
, The wind being his, his breath it neucr hurts her 


Speechles thus ſtandes he till ſhe fear'd him dead, 
And rubbes bistemples,calls 8nd cryes forayde: 
Water is fetcht and ipunp'dimo his head, 
Whothen ftartes vp: from dreaming as heſayd, 

And crauing abſenceof all but rhis Saint, 
He gan tocourt her, but with a heart-1ight faint. 


Bright ſtarre of Phzb#s,Goddefſe of my thought, 

Bchold thy Vaſlall,humbled on his knee : 

Behold for thee, what Gods and Artharh wrought, 

A man adoring, of Loue,the loweſt degree: 
Tloue, Il honorthce : (no-more) There ſtayde, 
As if forſworne: Eucn ſo was he affrayge. + 


C3 Exriale, 
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Eurialz now ſpake(yertſcem'd in wonder) 
Hcrlips when parting, hcauen did ope his treaſure, 
Oh do not,do nat loue, I will not lunder 
A hcart in two,Louc hathnor heightnor meaſure, 
\Liueſtilla Virgin , Thenllebethyloutr, (her. 
Hcau& here did cloſe:no toong could after moue 


Asitin heauen he wasraurſh'd fo, 

Oh Loue, oh Voice,oh Face,whicl1 is the glorie: 

Oh Day,oh Night,oh Age,oh worlds of Loy, 

Ofcuery part true loye might write a ſtorie, 
»Conuert my fighes,ohto fome angells tongue, 
, [odicfor Loueislite,death is beſt young, 


Shegone,Yranmacame; he on the flower, 

But fight of her reunfthis noble (yre; 

And as if Mars did thunder : words didſhower, 

,,(Louc ſpeakes in heate,whentis in moſt deſire) 
She made him mad,who'cfight bad him reviu'de 
Now ſpeaks he plainly:ſtormes paſi Þ aire is glide. 


Why was I made ? tobeareſuch woe and priefe* 
Why was I borne 7 Butin Loveto be noriſht? 
Why then for Loue; Loue of all vertues chiefe, 
And[notpittied,though I benot cheriſht ? 
| What? did my eyes offcnd in vertueſecing* 
Oh noztrue vcrtueis the Louers being. 


Beauty 
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,Beauticand vertue,arethe twins of life, 
-Loucis the mother which them forth doth bring: 
»» Wit with diſcretion ends the Louers ſtrife, 
yPaicnce with filence is aglorious thing . 
» Louc crownesa manylouegiuesto al due merit, 
»Mcn without Icue,are bodies without ſpirit. 


= 


Lone toa mortall;is both life and treaſure, 
,,Loue changed to-wedlocke, doublerh in her glory, 
,,[.ouc isthe lem, whoſe worth is withourmeafurc, 
,Fame dirs, it notintombe within Loues ſtorie. 
» Man that lines, liues-not, if he wants content, 
,,Manrhar dics,dics not, if with Loucs conſent. 


Thus .ſpake Darphantes, nd thus ſpake he well, 

W hich wiſc /Yranta well did vnderſtand, 

So well ſhe like it, As itdidexcell: 

Now grac'd ſhe him, with her white fſEnder hand: 
With words moſt ſweer,A'colour freſh and faire, 
In heaucnly tpeech,ſheganhiswoes declare, 


My good Darphantus: Loue it isno toy, 

Cupid though blind, yer ſtnkes the hearrat Taft, (ioy, 
His force you feele whoſe power muſt bree& your ' 
"This 15s the meedefor ſcoffs youon him caft. (quite, 
Youloue,whoſcorn'd:your laue with {(cornets 
Youloucyct want, yourloyewith wantiisſpight. 


| | Loue 
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7 oxe playesthe Wanton, where ſhe meanesto kill, 
,» Lome rides the Foole,and ſpurs without direction: 
» Lone weepes like you. yet laughs at your good wal: 


Lowe is of all things,but the true conte tion; 


, Lone is of cuery thing: yetitlelt's bur one thing: 
»» Loxe is any thing; yet indeed is nothing, 


Wee Virgins know this; {though not the force of 
For wetwo Siſters live as ina Cell: (Lone) 
Nor do we ſcorne u,though weit not approue, 
By Prayer we hope, her charmes for to repel. 

And thus adew: But youin Progretiegoe, 

To finde fit place to warble forth your woe. 


Who fuſt ſeckes mereie; is the laſt for ericfe : 
Thus did ſhee pant; whoſe Image Raydbehind, 
Hein atrance ſtands mute, finds no relicfe, 
(For ſhe was abfent;whoſc tongue pleal'd his mind) 
Buthke a hankef(c,&3z hunilefle Creature, 
In admirationof ſo fweoeta Feature. 


Atlengthlook'tvp, his ſhaddow onely ſeeing, 
Sighs to hinvelle.and weeps; yerfilent Rtands, 
Kneels, wth; wralkes,all this withour true being, 
Surc he was there; though ferrred in Loues-bands: 
» lis hps departed; Parted were his bliffes, 
» Yi. torpure Cave, cach lip the other _ a 
| | cuu' 


—_ _ : « _ ht p .Y 
fe T5 ade Ao 9623 tn 
SS wP, * . w_ =—_ 4 | 


APR LITE TR LS rd 
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Reuiu'dby this, orelſc Imagination, 
Recalls things paſt, rhe time to come laments, 
Kecords his [Loue, but with an acclamation, 
R cpents himlclte, andall thele Accidents: 
Now with the wings of Louc hegins to raiſe, 
His Loucto gaine, thus women he doth praile, 


, Women than Men arc purer creaturcs farre, 

, The ſoule of ſouls, the blefled gitt of Nature, 

, Tomena heauen, To men the brighteſt ſtarre, 

, I he pearle that's matchles, high withoural Nature, 
,Sotull of goodnes,that bouncy waiteth (till 
,V pon thcir trencher, teeds them with tree-will, 


Where ſecke wevertue,learne true Artorglory? 
Where finde we toy that laſtcth, ſtill is ſpending? 
ut in ſweet women of mans lite the Storic, 
,, Alpha they arc, Omegais their ending : 
Their vertues ſhine with ſuch aſun of brightnes, 
, Yct he's vnwilc that looks in them tor Lightnes. 


Oh lect my Pen relate mine owne decay, 

"There are, which are nor (or which ſhould not be) 
Some hap” tlike ſaints, whoſe ſteps are not the way: 
Oh. let my Verſe,notname their intamie, 

,» [ iefe hurenocall, but eucn che wandring eye, 
V Vhich fondly gapes tor lis ow ne milcrie. 
= OS Tlicle 
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The Paſſions of Loue. 


Theſe do not harme, the Honeſt orthe Iuft, 
Thc faith full Louvcr, or the vertuons Dame : 
Þutihole wave ioules be onely gtuento Luſt, 
Cairmoretorploatme, then tor worthy Tame, 
But peacemy Mufe, tor niw methinkes 1 heare 
An Avgelsvoyce come warbling in my care, 


Noatdifanttarre, within a Garden faire, 
Thneſwroet 1falang voto hin Lute: 
Het voyce charmde C #74, and pertumdethe Aire, 
Made beaſts fland ill, and birds tor to be mure, 
, Her voice & deautrv prou'd fo ſada ditty, (pitty. 
V Vhofaw was blind, who heard, foone lucd tor 


{This L1die was no Vinein,l k- thereft, 
Y:tnearcallicd: 3 By £ He Circdwelling 
»N ature, and Arr, within hor both were bleſt. 
Muſick: in her, and Louec had t 1s excelling : 
To viitte her faire Cozens of the came, 
Perhaps morc iocound, but no whutto blame. 


—_ 


Fortunehad croſt her with a churliſh Mate, 
(Woo Strymon hight) A Palmer was his Syre: 
Full Nobly borne, Andof a wealthy ftare, 
His ſonne a childe, not borneto his defire. 
, Thus was ſhe croft, which cauſed her thereby, 
, Daiphant:es griete to mourne by Simpatrhic. 
Daiphantius 
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The Paſſwns of Lowe. 


D 1iphantus hearing ſuch a Swan-tun'd voyce, 

V Vasrauitht, as with Angells Melodie, 

Taough in this Laborinth bleſt, could not retoyce, 

N or yet could (ce, what brought this Harmony, 
Atlength this Goddeſle ceatt;be gandraw neare, 


Who whe he law,he faw not, twas her ſphearc. 


Away then crepthe, on his kners and hands, 

To hide himfelt, thoght Yenus cameto plaugze him, 

Which ihe elpying like the Sunnc the fhands, 

, As with her beames.the th eh for toalwage him: 
»Buthike the Sun, which gaz'd on,! blinds the cic 

,, d0 Heby ber,and forclou'ld to dic. 

Atthisin wonder, ſoftly did ſhe pace it, 

Yet ſuddenly was flayd' His Verſes ceaz'd her 

Winchhelarte writ, torgor thus was he gract, 

| Shercadctemouer, andthe writing pleat'd her: 

,For Cup:Atram'd two cAtortoes In her hart, 

,Tize oncas Day's, the other tor his Dait. 


,-Sheread &nurried, reading pirtic tavg! it: 
"She L oo'd and hated, Hate to loue did turne- 
She lmilde& wep:, her w mon ſmiling brought: 
She hop't & tear'd;her hopes in feure did mount: 
Sieread,lou'd, fnil” __ hop't, but rwas In vainc; 
Her teares hill dread, SL pity, hate d&1d gatne. 
"13: 9 {1 
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The Paſſ ons of Lowe. 


We She could hauelou'd him,ſuch true verſes making, 
,She might haue lou'd him, and yerloue begulling, 
,She would hauc kiſt him;butfcar'd his awaking, 
She might haue kift him,and flecpiweetly ſmiling, 

,She thes atear'd,d1d teare what the moſt wiſhed; 
'He chus 1n hope, {Hill hop d tor that bc nuſled. 


He lookre, They two, long each on other eazed, 
Sweet lilence pleaded,whart cachother though, 
Thus Loucand Fancic buth, alike amazed, 
As it their tongues and hca:ts had bin d; fraughe. 
Arteſias voyce,thus courred him at Icngth, 
Thc more the ſpake the greater was his ſtrength, 


Good gentle Sir, your Fortunes I bemone, 

And with my fate ſo happy as to calc you, 

But ſhe that grieude you, She it isalone,(pcaſe you, 

Whoſc breath can cure, and whole kind words ap- 
VVerelthat Shegheauc ſhould my ſtar extinguiſh, 
If you but lou'd me, crc I would rclinquith.- 


Yet noble Sir, I can no loue proteſt, 

Forl am wedded, (oh word full fraught with woe ) 

But in ſuch manner, as good louc is bleſt, 

In honeſt kindnefle, Ic nor proue your foe - 
Mine owneexperience doth my counſcllpro 
A know t to pitrie, yet not care to loue. p | 


The Paſſions of Lowe. 


A Sifter,yet nature hath given me 

A virgin truc,right faire,and ſweetly kind, 

It tur her go9d, Fortune hath driuen me 

To be acomtort: your heartſhall be her minde, 
My woes yettells me,ſheis beſt a maide: (aide, 
And heercihce ſtopt her teares, her words thus 


Naiphintus then innumber without meaſure 
Kegan her praiſes whichno Pen can endy.,, 
Oh Savor, oh Sun of heauenand earth thetreaſure : 
Who liucs it not thy honourto defend? 
» Ah mc,whar mortallcan be in loue ſoftrange, 
,,That wedding vertuewill a whorthg range? 


She like the morning is ſtillfreſh.and faire, 

The Elements of her,they all do borrow: 

The Earth,the Fire,the V Vaters,and the Ayre, 

There ſtrength, heate, moiſture, laueltnes:no ſorrow | 
Canvertue change? beauty hath but oneplace, 
The hearts fill perteR;chough impald the face. 


Oh eyes,noeyes, bur Srars ſtill cleerly ſhining, 
Oh face, no face, but ſhape of Angells fathion: 
Oh lips,nolips,but bliffe, by kifſe refining, 
Oh hearc,no hcart, but of true love right Paffion, 
Oh eyes, face,lips,and heart,if notroo crucll, 
To fee, fecle,taſt,andloue;carths rareſt Iewcll. 
D 3 This 
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"_ Paſstons F: Lone. 


tThisfaid,he pauf'd, new praiſes now deuiſing, 
: Kneels to Apollo, tor his skill and Arr, 


When camethe Ladies, At which he ariling, 
Twixtlip,and lip. he had norlips not heart. 
His cycs,theircyes,fo [wcetly did incumber, 
"Although awak't, yetina golden ilumber. 


Moſtlike 2 Lion, raiſ'd from flumbring caſc, 

Hecaſt his fookes full grimly themamone:; 
,Arlength, he firmly knit what might appc ale 
His Brow: lok't ſtedta Riy and long 

,Atone: tillall theireyes with his eyes mct alike 
. 'On faire Fitulha,who his heart did ſtrike. 


Vitullia faire, yetbrowne, So mixt together, 
» As Artand Natureſtroue, which was the pureſt: 
So ſweet herſmilings were,a grace to either, 
That heauens oloric inthattace ſcem'd trucſt. 
»Fenw excepted; when the God her wooed, 
» Was nee fo faire,ſo tempting yet ſo good. 


i} ,VVonder not Mortalls,though all Poers faine, 

4 The Muſes Graces were in this She's fauour: 

il: ,Nor wonder,though he ſtroue his tongue to gaine, 
iſ Forlleeſe mine, 1n thinking of his labour. 

» Well may he loue, L write, & all wits praiſe her, 


,,She'sſo. all humble; Learning cannet ailaher, 
Daiphantus 
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, Daiphantus oft fight Oh; oft ſaid faire, 
, Then lookes,and f12hes:and the cryes wonderfull, 
, | hus did helong : and ttueiy tr was notrare 
, I he vbicet was, which made his mind ſo dull. 
Pray pardon him;forbetterto cry Oh, 
,Ticn teele thatpatho which cauled him ſigh lo, 


N vw, all werefilent, notalone this Louer : 


T1ll came /{meno, Brother to tits Saint, (prouc her, ; 
Whoſc haſte made {weatc, his tongue he could not r 


Forthis agait him that his heart was faint: <0 
Thusallamaz'd; none knowing any caule, be 
2»1ſ[meno bicathictle, here had time to paulc, 


Atlenath !/menio, who had witandskill, 

Qucſt:on'vthe reaſon of this ſtrange cf: 

At laſt rclated (Haſte out-went his will ) 

He told chem, he was ſent them to direct (pleaſe, 
V Viiere hunting (ports their eyes ſhould better 
Who tuft went toorth, Daphantus molt did calc. 


They gone, Daiphentns to his Standiſh hies, | 
Thinkes in his writs /itullia's beauties weare, 5 
But whathe wrote, his Maſe not iuſtifies, 

Bids him take time. *©Loue badly writes in fcare: 
Her worthy praiſe it he would truly wite, þ 
Her Killes, Nector, muſt the ſame indite. - | | 
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(Art and ſweet nature, let yourinfl wence droppe | 
From me like rayne; Yes, yes, in golden ſhowres : | 
,(V Vhoſe cnd 1s Vertue, let him neuer ftoppe ) 
But tall on her like dewe on ſprinkling "1a 

That both together meeting, may beger 

An orphew, Two lcms ina toylcrichly ſet. 


Thus Rauiſhr, then diſtrated as was deem'd, 


 Nottaught to write ot Love in this extreame, 


In Loue,in teare, yea,trembling as itſcemd, 

If praifing het, he ſhould nor keepe the meane: 
Thus vext he wept, his teares intreated pittic, 
,,(But Loue ynconſtant, tuncs a wotull Ditric, 


Now kneels to Yewws, Faithfulncſle proteſted, 

Tothis, none elle, this was his onely Saint, 

Vow'd crc her {cruice,Or ro be arr«ſtcd 

To Yen Ceniure, Thus helett ro faint: - ; 
His Louc brovghr wit, & witingrendred Sprite, 
True loucand wit, thus lcarn'd him to indite. 


As the milde ſambe,runs forth fr6 ſhepheards fold, 

By rauenous Woolues is caught and madea praye: 

Sois my Sence,by which Loye cakerh hold, 

'Tormented more then any rongue can aye: 
The difterence is,they torturde ſo doe dic, 
I tcedethe torment, breeds my milcrie. 


ACA JOG LITER LOTE AST 
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,Conſum'd by herl lue, ſuch is her glory, 
,Dclpis dot herlloue, I more adore her, 
Ie nere write oughr, butof her vertues ſtorie, 
» Beaurice vnblaſted is the eyes rich ſorer., 
If I ſhould die; Oh who woulg ring lones knell? 


,,Faintnot Daiphantus, wile mc louc notlo well. 


Like Heauens Artiſt the Altronomer, 
Gazing on Starres otc, tothe Earth doth fall, 
Sol Daiphantus, now Loues Harbinger, 
Amquite condemned, to Loucs Funerall: 
,,V Vho falls by women,by them oft dothriſe, 
,Ladycs hauelips to kifle as well as Eyes, 


Buttuth, thou foole,thou louft ill thau ſeeſt,*neuer 
V Vho once thou loueſt, thou ſhoujdſt change her 
Conſtantin Loue Darphantas ſcethoubecſt, 
If thou hops comfort, Loue but once,and cur. 
'- Fortune, Oh ,be lo good toler me finde 

A Ladic living, of this conſtant minde, 


Oh,I would weare her,in my hearts heart. gore, 
And place her on the continent of ſtarres: 
Tioinke heau@and earth Ike her, had nor one more, 
V Vould fivht for her,ti]] ail my tace were skatres. 
Bur ifthar womenbe ſuch fick'e Slices, 
,,Men may be lkethcm in infumitics. 
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The Paſſions of Love. 


Ohno; Daiphantns,wyyomen are not(o, 

1rbutthen thadowes (Pictures mecrly painted: 

Thcnturnc poore louer, (Oh neaucn)not tomy wo 

Then to I un.{a : with that word he tainted, 
Y<t{hethat wounds,disd healcyl:ke herno heauen 
,Odsin 2 inanga Woman can imanc Cucen, 


Onh/My) aaa, letme wiite(That)downe, 

Ohſweerc/ mula ,naiure made thee liveete, 

Oh kind 1 11wdlts . (iT ruth hath the ſurcſtground: 

lie weepe, 01 laveh fothatour hearts may mcet: 
»Louc is nctalwaycs merry, nor (ti]] weeping, 
»A drop of each, Loues ioics ic lwets in fleeping 


(Her name) in golden letters on my breſt Ile graue, 
Around my tcmples in a gatland weare, 
My aitthali be,her tauour for to hauc: 
Mylca a:ning (hiil,her honour high to rcare, 
My lips (hal cloze,but roher facred name 
My tongue be filent,bur tolpread ha Fame. 


In Woodes, Groaues, Hills, F'ijuliasname ſh a/lring 
In Medowes Orchiards, Gardens, {wcerelt & faire, 
Iiclearnethe birds,her name alone to ſing: 
All Quires ſhall chauntitina heavenly Aire, 
ne Day ſhall be her Yſher, Night her Page: 
\ Teaucn her Pallace, and this Earth her ſtage. 


Virgins, 
PXETG2 DURST 


FS ES ER ESE 
The Paſſons of Lowe. 


,V'irgins purechaſtnes in her eyes ſhall b-, 
"Women, true logefrom hertrue mind ſhall learne, 
"Widdowcs, their mourning tn herface ſhall ſee, 
\Children,their dutie in her ſpeech diſcerne: 
Andall ot them in loue with each but, 
W ho fcarc herloue, will make me fearc to dic. 


My Orifons are ſtilito pleaſe this creature, 

My vailour fleepes, bur when ſhe is defandod: 

My wits itil! Laded ,bur whcn [ praile her feature, 
My life is hers. In her begun, and ended. 

Oh happ' q 1y, wherein [ wea!enot w How: 
Thricc bl flcdnght; -whcrin her breſt's my pillow- 


II: ſerucher,as the Miſtrefle of all pleaſure, 
}[l: loue her,as the Guddefle of my foule: 
,[lekeepe hera« the [ewell of all treaſure, 
\{leliuewith hers yet out of laucs controule: 
,T hat all may know; | will nor from her part, 
,lle doublclocke her,in mylips and hcarr. 


jIt cre Ifigh. Ir thill be for her pitiic, 
jt cre] mourneher Funcrall drawcs neare: 
Ttcrel ſing: her vertue is the dittic, 
jlfcrel (mile, her beautic is the ſpheare: 
All that I doc,is that | may admire her, 
"All that] wiſh, isthat I ſtill deſire her. 


E-3 | - Bat 


AVTY 


7 The Paſſions of Loue. 


But peace Daiphantss : Muſicke is onely (weete, 
When without diſcord; A Conſort makesa heaue, 
The eare is rauiſht, when t1ue v« yees meete, 
,» Oddes,but.in Mulicke neuer makes things cuen, 
In voyces drfterence, breeds a plcatant Dittic; 
Inlouc, adiftcrence brings a ſcorntull pittic., 


VVhoſe was the tongue, Farialedefended? 
VVhoſle was the wit, /'ranra did praile? 

VVhole were the lips Arteſtas voice commended? 
Whoſe was the hart,Jou'dall,al crown'd with baics: 
Sure t'was my ſclfe; what did 1? O Itremble, 

Yet Ilenot weep, wile men may louec diflemble. 


Fieno; fond loue hath cuer his reward, 

A Sca of tcares, A wotld of f1ghes and grones: 

Ah me, /':tullia will hauc no regard 

To caſe my gricte, and cure me of my mones : 
If once her care, ſhould hearken to that yoyce 


© Relates my Fortunes in Loues fickle choyle. 


But now,1I willtheir worth with her's declare, 


That Truth by Error, may haue her true becing, 

,, Things good,areleſlned by the thing that's rare, 

.Beautte increaſeth,by a blackneſle fecing. 
,Woſois faire and chalitc, they ſureare beſt, 
,Suchis /#«{14,ſuchareallthe reſt, 


b] 
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| - But ſhe is faire, and chaſte, and wiſe, whatthen?z 
'So are they al] "without adifference: 
'She' $ fare, chaſte, wiſe ,and kinde, yes toall men, 
The reſt are {o:N uber makes Excellence. 
| ;She's faire, chaſte, wiſc,kind,rich,yer humble, 
| \They three her equall:*vertue ca ncuer ſtumble. 


\J tiniliais the Sunne, they ſlarres of night, 
Yer nights the boſome wherin the Sun doth reſt; 
,The Moone her lelte borrowes of the Suns ligh 
All by the ſtarres take counſlell to be bleſt, 
,» The day's the Sunne: yet Capidcan ir blind, 


,The ſtars at night:ſlecpe curcsþ troubled mind. 


,She is a Roſc,the fairer, ſothe ſweeter, 

"She 1Sa Lute, whole belly runcs the Mulicke, 

;Sheis my Prole, yet makes me ſpeake all Meeter, 

She is my life, yer ſicknes me with Phiſicke: 
,Sheis a Virgin,that makes her a Icwell, + Þ 
She will not loue me, therein ſhe is cruell.. 


yEuridle,is like {lcepe when one is wearie; 

,}ramaislikca golden flumber, 

,» Arteſſas voy ce, lice dreames that makes man merry, 
Vitullia, ike a Bed,alltheſe incomber, (beſt, 
| I Sleepe, : Slumber, Dreames, vpon a £ Bedis 
Fuſt, Second, Third, butin the Fourthis bleſt. 
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Oh, but Y#t#/{, what? She's wonders prirtie, 
Oh 1, and what? ſoisſhe very fairc, 
Oh yes, and whar? ſhe's like her (clte moſt wittie: 
And yet, what is ſhe? She is all bur Aire. 
What can. Earth be, bur Earrh* ſo we are all, 
Peace then my Muſe; Opinion ott duth fall. 


KY 

,Euriale, | honour for humilitie, 

rant, 1 reuvercnce torher wit, 

, Arteſia, [ adore tor true ag1llitie, | 

, Three Gr4ces far the Goddefles moſt fit: 
Eachotf thelc grits arc blefiea in their taces, 
Oh, whais# #u/lia, who hath all theſe Graces? 


She's but a Ladie, Soarecall the reſt, 
As pure, asſweet,as madeſt, yea as loyall; 
Yes, She's the ſhadow (ſhadowes are the It) 
Which tells thehoure otvertuc by ker Dyall: 

\By her, men ſce there is on carth a heauen, 
';By he, menknow hervertucs arc martch't cucn 


In prayſing all, much time he-vainly (pear; 
Yet thought none worthy but Frrallce, 
Thencal'd to minde, he could notwcllrepent 
Theloue he bare the wiſe Y rants. 
Emriale, Arteſia, all, ſuch beauties had, (mad. 
Which as they pleaſ'd him,made him well nigh 


Emwrid. 


CARED. 
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The Paſſions of Lowe. ' 
: furiale her beautic his eye-ſight harmed, 


,Vranma, hcr wit tis tongue incenſed, 

, Arteſia, her voyce, his cares had charmed, 

Tus poore Daiphantws, was with louc to: mented. 
I':tullius beautic as he did impart, 
The others vertues vanquithed his heart. 


Ax length he grew,/as in an extaſie. 

Twixtlouec and loue, whoſe beautie was the truer, 

His thoughts thus divers as ina Lunacie, 

He ſtarts andſtares,to ſee whoſe was the purer : 
Ott treads a Maze, runs, ſuddenlythen ftayes, 
Thus with himſelte, himſelt makes many frayes. 


Now with his fingers, like a Barber ſhaps, 

Playes with the fire-pan,as it werea Lute, 

Vnrics his ſhoe. ſtrings, then his lips he laps, 
Whiſtles awhile, and thinkes itis a Flute: 

__ Atlength, aglaſſe preſents itto his fighr, 

Where well.he acts, fond loue in paſſions right. 


His chin lie ftrokes, ſweares beardles men kiffebc, 
His lips anoynts,ſayes Ladyes vſe ſuch taſhions, 
Spets on his Napkin; termes that the Bathing Teſt, 
Then on the duſt, delcribes the Courtiers paſhon. 
Then humble cal's : though they do ſtill aſpire, 
« Ladicsthen fall, when Lords rileby _—_ 
Then 


CARS DRESS 


The Paſſions of Lone. 


Then ftradling goes, ſaies Frenchmen feare no 
Vowes he will trauaile,to the Siege of Bye/f,(Beares 
Swears Captaines,they doe all againſt i'MWeare: 
Proteſts Tabacco,is A {moke-dridc Icft, 

Takes vp his pen,fora Tabaccoepipe; 

Thus all be{meard,cach lipthe other wipe, 


His breath, he thinkes the ſmoke;his tongue a cole, 
Then calls tor bottell-ale z ro quench his thirſt: 
Runs to his Inke- por,drinkes,then ftops the hole, 
And thus growes madder,then he wasat firſt. 
T aſſo, he nds,by that of Hamier,thinkes (drinks. 
Tcaimeshima mad-man ; than qt his Inkhorne 


Calls Players fooles,the foole he iudgeth wiſcſt, 
Willlearne them Action,out of Chancers Pander: 
Proves of their Poets bawdes cuecn inthe higheſt, 
Thendrinkesa health, and ſweares it is no ſlander. 
Purs off his cloathes; his ſhirt he onely weares, 
| Muchlike mad-Hamiet; thus as Paſſion teares. 


Who calls me forth from my diftracted thought? 
Oh Serberes, it thou, I prethy [peake? 
Reuecnge it thou?I was thy Rivall ought, 
In purple gores Ile make the ghoſts to reake: 
Vitullia,oh Yitule, bethou ſtill, 
Ie haue reuenge,or barrow vp my will. 
Ite 
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The ;e Paſſion i Lowe. 


Ile fallow vp the wrinkles ofthe earth, 

| Goedowneto Helland knocke at Plurees gate, 

Lie turnethehilles to-vallics: makea dearth 

,Of vertuous honour to cternall Fate. 
Ile beat the windes, & make the rydeskeepe back, 
Rcigneinthe ſea, That Louers haue no wrack, 


Yes,tell the Earth,it is a Murderer, 

Hath ſlayne itullia, oh, Yiixlls's dead: 

He count blinde Capid fora Conjurer, 

And with wilde horſes will I rend his head. 
[ witha Pickax, will plucke out his braines, 
Laughat this Boy, caſc Louers of much paines. 


Oh then, le flic, lleſwim,yet ſtay; andthen 
Ileridethe Moone, & makethe cloudes my Hor, 


, Make me a Ladderof the heads of men, 


Clime vp to heauen: yes,my tongue will force 


To Gods and _— Oh, lleneuercnd, 
Till for 5w4llia all my cryes1 fpend. 


" Then likea ſpirit of pure Innocence, 

Tle be all white, and yet behold Ile cry 
Reuenge, Oh Lonersthis my ſuffcrance, 
Orelle for Loue,far Loue, a ſoule muſt dic, 
_ Emnviale, Frania, Arteſia, Yoer- -: 


Heart rent in funder, with thoſewards of woe. 
F But 


The Paſſions of Lowe. 


Burt ſoft, here comes: who comes ?and not calls out 
Ot Kapeand Murder, Louecand Viilanie : 
Stay virucehed man, (whoruns'doth neuer doubt 
It is thy Soulkeghy Saint, thy Device: 
Thencallthe Birds townga mourning Knell, 
For mad Daiphaniss, who dutit louc ho well, 


, D 
On imga Song, putedin parcels three, 
Ilc beat the burthen fill vtall your griefe,, 
» VV ho is all woe,:can tunehis wilene 
To di Contents, butnotto hisrclicfe, 


Oh kuſlc ber, kifie her,And yet do not do fo: (wo. 


.-oThcy brug ſamegoy, but, with ſhort 1oyes long 


Vpon ktsknees; Oh Goddeſſes behold, 

A Caitife wretch bemoning his miſhappe, 

If euerpittic,werehired without gold, 

Lament:Naphanras,oncc in Fortuncs Lappe: (ber, 
Lament Darprantus,wholc good deeds now fIi- 
Lamctalouer, whole Wo NO tongue can nambcr. 


My woes: theredidhe ay ;fel totheground, 

Rightly diuidedinto blovd and teares, 

As if thoſe. words had given a mortall wound, 
Solay hefoming,with the waight of cares. 

_  Whothis had ſcene,and ſeeing hadnot wepr, 


Their hcaptswere ſure from croſles cuerkepr.. 
The 
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The Ladies all, who late from hanting came, 

Vnimecly came, to view this Mappe of ſorrow, 

Surely all wepr, and footh it was no ſhame, 

Forgromdis gnctthe world mightnuly borrow. 
As heſayTocechielſe growling, yod! eſt, 


Sothoy ſtood weeping, filcnce was their beſt. 


t{nenio WIT theſe L adies barc a part, (why, 
And mach bemoarni'de bym , though he knew not 
Bu: kind: compatiion Procke him: rhe heart, 
To {cc him mad : mu " lrter {ceone die, 
Thus walks 1ſmenio and yerottdid pauſe : 
Atleng:th, Arwiiting made binknouw the-carrſe. 


He read, till words likethunder pierſt hishart; 

He ſight, tiltforrow feemd itletieto movrne, 

He w ;opt, tillroares1 ke yfacies did parr, © - 

He pitted fo; tharpittic hare did'fcorne. 
Hereadrofioh,and we-pe tor pirries fake, 
Thc lefle he read, the lefle his pros 


Arlengtlzreoliud; he vpthe writing takes; 
Ando theLadicsrragel! $45 wick chile,” 
Tie birth was Loue,ffuch loucfas diſt makes; 
Thc Midwite Fulience, thuin words full milo. 
Hewritbithreares, that which with bjagzd” A'25 
he morchiercad the more theypjricd K, (wir 
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| The Paſſions of Lowe. 


They looke _ Daiphantus,he not ſeeing, 
And wondreqd at him, but his ſence wasparted, 
They loud him much; though little was his becing, 


1{menio thus, with ſpecd relolues to caſe him, 
3y a lweet ſong,his Siſter ſhould appeaſe him, 


Iſmenio was reſolid, he would be eaſed, 
And was iclolu'd, ot no meanes,but by Muſicke, 
W hich is ſo heauenly thatit hath relcalced 
Thedangerottr, notto be curdby Philicke, 
Hertongue and hand,thus married together 
 Couldnot but pleaſe him, who ſo loucd either; 


But firſt before his madneſſe were alayd, 

They oftred Incenceat Dsenaes Shrine, 

And much beſought her, now to be apayd : 

Which was ſoone grarited to theſe Saints diuine. 
Yetſo : that mad Dayphaentus muſt agree, 
Neuer toloue, butliucin Chaſlitic, 


Thus they adjur'd him, by the Gods on high, 
Neuer hence foorth to ſhoote with Cepids Quiuer, , 
Nor loue to feine; for ther's no remedie, 
\ It once relapſt,then was he mad for cyer : 
_ Tortur'd Daiphanitaw, now a lignefid make, 
And kinde 1{menie, this did vndertake. 


Then 


And lought to cure him, thogh he was faintharted + - 


GLS IIS AS 
The Paſſions of Lowe. 


Then gan Arteſia play vpon her Lute, . 
Whoſe voyce ſang ſweetly, now a mourning Ditey, 
,,Louc heradmir'd, thogh he that lou'd were mute, 
Cupid himfelfe feard he ſhould ſue for pittic. 
Oh, wondrous vertve! words ſpoke arc but wind, 
Burt ſung to prick- ſong ,they are ioyes diuine, 


| heard herfing,but ſtill methought 1 dreamed, 

}[ heard her play, butI methought did fleepe, 

, The Day and Night, till now were neuer weancd, 

Jenus,and Dienraviſhe, both did weepe, 
,They'\which cach hated,nowagreed to ſay, 
,>This was the Goddeſſe both of night and day. 


My heart and cares, ſo rauiſhe with hervoyce, 

I ftill forgor; whatſtill I heard her ſing 

Thetune: Surcly of Sonnets this was all the choice, 

Pocts do keepe itas a charming thing. 
,Whatthinke you ofthe toyes that Darphirus had, 
\When for ſuch Muficke I would fill be mad? 


The Birdes came chirping tothe windowes round, 
And ſo ſtood ſtill, as if they rauiſht weare, 
Beaſts forth the forreſt came,brought with the ſod, 
The Lyon layd him downe as if in feare, 
The Fiſhes in freſh Riuers ſwam to ſhore, 
,Yca,had not Nature ſtayd them, had done more. 
Sf. This 


T he Paſsions of Loe, | 


This was a ſ19ht,whoſe eyes had cuerſecne? 
T his was a voice, ſuch muſick ncre was heard, 
This paradice was it, where who had bene 
\Mizht well have thought of hell and norafear.!, | 
Sureh eilitfelte, was heauen in this i(phcarc, | 
,Mad-men,wild beaſts,& ail, icrc taince weatre, 


Like asa King his chaireof ſtate afegndeth, 
(Being newly made a God vpon the carth: = 
s In ſtately. amounts tilHtep by ſtepue endetl), 
1 hinkes it to heaucn Atrucaſlcading birth: 
So hies Daiphaintus,on hislegsand tcete, 
Asit Daiphantus,nuw lome God ſhould meete. 


Hc loekes vpon himſcife,not without wonder, 
He wonders at himfſclfe,whathe might be: 
Hclaughes vnto himſelt-, thinkes he'saflumber, 
He weepes vnto liimielte, himiclte to fee; 
And iureto hearcand {ce what he had done, 
Might make him {weare,but now y world begun, 


Fally reviued.atlaſt Arteſraceaſt, 
When Beaſts and Birds, ſo hiecous noiſe did make 
That almoſt all curnd Cutie, fearc was the leaſt, 
Yea ſuch afeare,as forc tthem cry and qua ke, 
Till that Darphantas, more of reaſon had, 
Thenthey which mon'd him, lately being mad. 
He 


1he Paſſions of Love. 


He with more ioy,than words could well declare, 
And with more words,than his new tongue could 
Did ttriuc to tpeake,ſuch washis louc & care (tell, 
Tins tobe thankfull ; Bugyct knew not well, 
/ Videetierhioncngur heranrdiwaeknN | 
\)r modct filenec,would beſt at his pFr. 


But f.axche will, then giueattentiue care 
Tohcaichintclla wotull Loucrs ſtorie, 
Hishandsandeycstoheauenvpdid hercare- 
Giicke taught himſpeech,though he to ſpeake were' 
But whatſocuer bea Loucrs paſhon, (lorric. 


D.uphartus ipeakes his,in a mourning faſhion. 


As o'rethe Mountains walkes, the wandring foule 
Seeking forreſtin his voreſting ſpirit, 
So good Daiphantus(thinking to inroule 
Himſelfe io grace, by tclling of loucs merit) 
V Vas lo diſtracted, how he ſhould commend it, 
V Vhere he began, he wiſhed till to cnd it. 


Ly 


Furiale my eyes arc hersin right, 
Fr4an14,my tongue isas her dewe, 
Arteſia,my cares,to herl dight, 
My hcartto each. And yet my heart to you: 
To you Vit#74a,to you,andall the reſt: 
VVhoonceme curled ; now to make me bleſt. 
| & BcautiC 


NEE DIERS 


The Paſſions of Loue. 


1 Beauty & 2,wit did 1 wound & 2 pearce my heart, 


 3Mulickeand 4 Fauour 3 gain'd and 4 kept it ſure: 
Loueleadby z Fancieto the 4 laſt | part, 
Loueclcad by Reaſon to the firſt is wuer, 
3 Beauticand withrit conquered, made me yeild 
3 Muſicque & 4 Fauour,reſcued,got the facld. 


To1 Witand 2 Beautic,my firſt loue I giuc, 


Muſicke 3 &4 Fauours, my ſecord loue haue gaind, 


All made me mad : andall did merelicuc: 
Though onerecur'd me,when I was (uſtaind: 
Thus rroth to ſay,toall I loue did owe, 
Thercfore to all my louc I cucr vowe. 
1&2 
Thusto the firſt his right hand he did render, 
Hisleſthand tothe x & 4 laſt, moſtlouingly, 4: 


His tongue kind thankes,firſttothe laſt did render, | 


The while his lookes were bentindifferently: 
. Thus he ſalutes all, & to increaſe his Bliſſes, 
From lip,tolip,cach Ladie now he kiſſes. 


1/menio(in humble wiſe ſalutes he ) 

With gracious language he returnes his heart. 

His words fo ſweetly 10 his rongue now ſures he, 

As what he fpake, ſhew'dlearning with good Arr. 
1ſmenio pleafſde Daiphanius, Daiyhantss all, 


-,Whenloue,gaines loue,for louegthis Joue we cal 


Vran 
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The Paſſions of Loue. 


Frania now,bethought what was proteſted 

By yong I{ments at Dianas ſhrine; 

Coniur'd Daiphantas, T hatno more he Icſted, 
% Wih Loueor Fancic,tor they were Diuine: 
| Andithe did,thatthere they all would pray, 
- He dl might tucinJouc,both night and day. 


| Tiisgrecu'd him much, but follie rwas to grieue, 
His now obedicnceſhew'd his owne treewill: 
He ſwore he would not loue (in ſhewe)atchicue, 
Burliuea virgin,chaſt and ſpotlefleſtill, 
Which ſaide : ſuch Muſicke ſuddenly delighted, 
 Asall were rauitht,and yctall affrighted. 


Here parted all,not without Toyand ſadnes, 

Some wept, ſome{milde,a world it was to here them: | 

Both ſprings heere met, woc heere was cloath'd with gladnes: 

| Heaucno was their comfort, italone did cheerethem.. , 

| Daphantas from theſe prings,ſome frait did gather, 
»Expericace isan Intant, thoughan ancient father, 


Sweet Lady know* the ſoule lookes through our eye= 
,,Contentliuves not inſhewes,or —_ Gigli 
\Peace not from nomber, nor ſtrength in high ( pitits: 
,loy dics with vertue,yetliues in kon..re being, - 
, ,Beautic is maskt, where vertueis not hidden, 
"Man ſtul defares that _ he's moſt forbidden. . 
Iewells 


ra 


The Paſſions of Lone. 


\lewels for Vertue, not for beautieprizde, 
" Whats! iidomelcen breeds wonder, we adtnit'de it: 
» Kings Lincsare rare-and theretore well aduiz* dc, 
» Witc-mcn not often talke, Fooles ſtill defire ir, ture, 
Wome are books(kept clole) they hold much rrea- 
» Vnclaſpr: ſweetills: moſt woe lies hid in pleaſure. 


% 


Who ſtudies Artsalhke,can he proue Door? 
» Who ſurfets hardly lives? Drunkards recouer: 

WV noſe wils his law,that colcienceneeds no Proctor, 
- Wh& men turn beaſts looke there for briutiſh Louers, 
,, T hoſe cicsare pore- blind, looke equally on any, 

» [ houghe beavertue to hinder one by many. 


_ », Whogainsby traue], lJeeſe lordſhips for their Manors, 
» Muſt Tarquiz-rauith ſome; Hell on that glory, (nors, 
,,Wholclites in Healths; death ſooneſt p gains thoſe Bae 
Luſt ſtill is punithr, though treaſon write the ſtorie. 

»Arowlngeye,A Globe,new worlds diſconer, 
,. Who ſtill wheels round, is Bat « dawned Loacr, 


,Doth Ferrhand Trothlye Bathing? Is Luſt pleaſure? 
"Can Commons be as ſweere,as " hp incloſ'd? 
"Then virgin finne may well be counted pleaſure, 
"Where ſuch Lords rule,wholiuesnot 11] difpoſ'd? 
,.Truc Love a Phenix, but One vntil{it dyes, 
, Lult is a Cockatrice, in all, butia her eyes. 


Here 


a=: 


The Paſſons of Lowe. 


Here did he end, more blefſed than his wiſhes. 
\(Fame'sarthe bigh when Loueindights the Story: ) 
"The priuate life brings with it heauenly bliſles. 

,,S\eete Contemplation rich increaſerh glorie: 

Ile leane him to thelearning of Lowes Spell, 
, Better partfriends,than follow Fecnds to hell. 


1/menio, with Fitullia went together, 
Pcrhaps both wounded with blinde Cuprids Dart, 
Yet duiſtthey notrelarethcir Love to cithier, 
»»( Lone if once pirtied pearcerh to the Hart: 
Bur (ure Yowkea, is fo fairea Marke, 
Cupid would court her,though but by the darke. 


Arte/ia, ſhe muſt goe (the more ſhe's grieu'd) 

T5 churliſh S:7ymen, her adopted Mare, 

Cupi4thongh blind, yet pitticd and relieu 'd, 

T bi>nodeft Lady wuh ſome happic Fare: 
,, or what but Vertue, which doth all good nouriſh, 
, Could brook her fartuacs,much lc dc! loue & cheriſh 


 Furials, with good Freniaflayd ; 


Th; Vhere Vertuedwels they ancly had their being) 
,, Beauty and wit ſtill feare,are not diſmayd, 
»For where they dwell, Louceucr will be prying. 
Theſe two, were one, All good,cach could impart, 


One was their Fortune, and one was thcir hearr. 
G 2 ,Boaue 


T he Paſſions of Lowe. 


(,,Beautie ad Vertve,was true Friend to cither, 
, Heauen is the ſpheare,w here all men ſecke for glorie: 
»Earthis the Grave, where ſinners toyne together, 
,Hcll keepes the booke;inrowleseachlufifuil toric. 
» Line as we will, death makes otallconcluſton, 
»,Dicthento Jiuc,orlitc is thy confuſion. 


zBeautic and wit intheſe,fed onaiection, 
'Labourand indufity, weee. their Twins of life: 
,Louc,andtruc Bounty, were inthcirſubiction,, 
"Their Bodies withtheir ſpirits had no ſtrife, 
Such were theſerwo,As grace didthem defend, 
 Suacharetheletrwo,As withiheletwolegnd. . 


FINIS.. 


| Non AmuriſedViriati. 


— - ——_—_ — — 
$ 


The Paſsionare mans P1l- 


grimape, ſuppoſed to be written by | 
one at the point of death, 


'0 me my Scallop ſhell of quiet, 
My ſtaffe of Faith to walke vpon, 
My Scrip of Ioy, Immorrtall dict, 

My bottle of ſaluation : 

My Gowneof Glory, hopestrue gage, 
Andthus lle take my pilgrimage. 


Blood muſt be my bodies balmer, 
No other balme will there be giuen 
Whilſt my ſoule likea white Palmer 
Trauels to the land of heauen, 
Ouer thefiluer mounraines, 

Where ſpring the NeQar fountaincs : 
And there llckiſſe | 
The Bowle of bliſle, 

And drinke my eternall fill 

On cuery milken hill, 

My ſoule will bea drie before, 

But aftcr it, will nere thirſt more. 


H. And 


TRIS 3 


The paſdenate mans Pi lerimage. 


Andby the happie Vlisfull way 

More pcacctull Pilgrims I ſhall ſee, 

That hauc ſhooke oft their gownes of clay, 
And gocappareld freſh like mee. 

ITlebring them tiſt 

To lake their thirſt, 

And then totaſt thoſe Nettar luckets 
Atthe cleare wells | | 


Where ſwcetnes dwells, 
Drawne vp by Saints in Chriſtallbuckets, | 


And when our bottles andall we, 

Arc fild with immogtalitie: p 

Then the holy paths weele traucll 
Strewde with Rubies thickeas grauell, 
Seclings of Diamonds, Saphare flaores, 


High wallcs of Corglland Pcarle Bowres. 


From thence to heauens Bribeles hall 
Where no corrupted voyces brall, 
No Conſcience molten into gold, | 
Nertforg'd accuſers bought and fold, 

. No cauſe deferd,nor vaineſpentlorney, 
For there Chriſt is the Kings Atturney: 
V Vho pleades for all without degrees, 
And hchath Angells,butno fees. 

When 


- paſſionate Mans Pugrimaze, 


VVhen the grand twelue million Tury, 

' Ofourſinnes and (inſull tury, 

Gainſt our ſoules blacke yerdicts giue, 
Chriſt pleades his death,and then we liue, 
Be thou my ſpeakertaintles pleader, 
Vnblotted Lawyer, true procceder, 

Thou moueſt ſaluation eucn for almesz 


Not with a bribed Lawyers palmcs, 


And this is my etcrnall plea, 

To him that made Hcauen, Earth and Sea, 

Secing my ficſh muſtdicſoſoone, 

And want a head to dine next noone, 

Juſtarthe ſtroke when my vaines ſtart and 

Seton my ſoulean cucilaſting head. (pred 

Then aml readic like a palmer hit, 

Totread thoſe bleſt paths which before l 
(tits 
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